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Obfeurity beftows a caft of the wonderful, and 
throws an oracular dignity upon a piece which 


hath no meaning. 
TIEPI BA@OTE!. 
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TP HE Literati of this country have lately given way to unbounded 
| praifes of German authors. That nation has been held up as the 
one which, of all others in Europe, is making the moft rapid ftrides in 
talte and in fcience. That Germany poffefles a greater number of au- 
thors than any other in Europe, is not difputed; but, that they have 
arrived at a very great degree of tafte in any art, isa matter of much 
doubt. Their poetry is in its cradle; and in all the fine arts, they feem 
as yet to have contined themfelves to the mechanical part, and given 
up all claim to invention. We are, notwithftanding, informed by the 
learned Reviewers of England, that fome of the German Poets are un- 
rivalled ; that they have even invented a new ftyle, and are not excel- 
led by any bards in Europe. Many of thefe fage critics have proclaim- 
ed pincer a wonderful Poet; and they have felected from his works a 
few ballads, where they pretend, that fublimity and the expreffion of 
terror are unrivalled. J am unfortunately unacquainted with the Ger- 
man language; and if, in the following animadverfions upon the Eng- 
lith Tranflation of LENorA, I fhould not do juftice to the original, I 
hope it will not be imputed to a defire of undervaluing the writings cf 
the Germans. I profefs to animadvert only upon what the Literati 
confider the beft of the many tranflations of the beft of Birger’s bal- 
lads) Much as we may admire German warriors, our connection with 
that empire does not oblige us blindly to admire all its productions. 
Before I enter upon a criticifm of Lenora, I beg leave to lay before 
your readers the character of its author, in the inimitable words of that 
excellent periodical publication, Zhe Monthly Magazine and Briti/p 
Regifier*, carried on by feveral very eminent authors. “ Biirger,” 
fay they, “ is every where diftinguifhed for manly fentiment, and force 
“ of ftyle. His extraordinary powers of language are founded on a 
“ rejection of the conventional phrafeology of regular poetry, in favour 
“ of popular forms of expreffion, caught by the liftening artift from the 
“ voice of agitated Nature. Imitative harmony he purfues almoft to 
“ excefs: the onomatopeeia is his prevailing figure; the interjeCtion, 
“ his favourite part of fpeech ; arrangement, rhythm, found, rime, are 
* always with him an echo to the fenfe. The hurrying vigour of his 
** impetuous diction is unrivalled ; yet it is fo natural, even in its fubli- 
“« mity, that his poetry is fingularly fitted to become national popular 


“ fong.”—Admirable Johnfonian panygeric ! 
Part Il. M Bui 


* See the Monthly Magazine for March 1 796. The Ballad itfelf is inferted in the fame 
Magazine ; and is alfo publithed feparately, at Edinburgh, price 6d. 
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But now, to examine the mérits ofthe unpafalléled verfion of this 
Chef-d’evre of the firft of German Balladifts*. The Review en- 
titled Analytical not having, in its notice of the fubjeét of this letter, 
given any analyfis of the fame, it is neceflary to ftate fhortly the ftory. 
The heroine deprived of her lover, who goes to the field, anxioufly 
waits his return. His brother foldiers arrive ; William alone is not heard 
of. The inconfolable Lenota is deaf to the common-place arguments 
of her unconcerned mother. At length, in the filence of night, her 
lover arrives; fhe intreats him to enter her bower, and there embrace 
her.; but he bids her mount behind him on his fteed, and acrofs fea 
and land-to ride forward to their bridal-bed. They come to a ceme- 
tary, where the bridegroom is converted into a fkeleton, holding in his 
hand a feyth and hour-glafs. The Lady is then carried to the judge- 


‘ment-feat, in a moft tinaccountable manner. 


It is unfortunate for this “ wholly original ballad,” that it feems a bad 
imitation of the Scotch William’s Ghaifi ; and we ought really, when it 
deferves it, to give the preference to the poetry of our own country, 
even to that of our friends the Germans. As fome readers may not be 
poffeffed of this popular Scotch ballad, I may juft mention, that here 
the Ghoft appears to Margaret, and begs that fhe fhall give him her 
faith and troth; fhe infifts that he firft come and embrace her in her 
bower, and afterwards that he will take her to the next church-yard, 
and wed her with aring. She follows the Ghoft, who, vanifhing with 
a groan, leaves behind the conftant Margaret ; and fhe, after imploring 
his ftay, “ ftretch’d her foft limbs, and dy’d.” This is certainly fimpler 
than Biirger’s copy. Both are ridiculous; but the Scotch fong having 
been written in times of ignorance, and when ftories of ghofts were 
univerfally believed by the vulgar, it is excufable ; but when a German 
poet of this day chufes fuch a filly argument for his compofition, we are 
unavoidably led to deem the tafte of the writers of that country ftill 
tainted by the abfurdities of the dark ages, however enlightened their 
genius may be: and the great Birger, who “ catches his expreffions 
“* from the voice of agitated nature,” feems*to have attended but little 
to the feelings of men, and has given way to the gloomy and unfuffer- 
able dreams-of fuperftition. 

Before I go farther, I fhall fhew, that Biirger, or his tranflator, has 
not only copied the,argument, but even the expreffions, of the Scottifh 
tale. ‘This appears in feveral paflages, of which I fhail only mark the 


following.——William’s Ghaift has this paflage : 


“ And ay he tirl'd at the pin.” 


And this : 
“ Thy faith and troth thou’s never get, 
“ Nor yet will | thee Tend ; 
« Till that thou come within my bower, 
“ And kiis my cheek and chin.” 
And alfo: 


“ Ts there room at your fide, Willie, 
“ Wherein that I may creep ?” 


Now for the original German bard : 


“* And foon fhe herde a tinkling hande, 
“ That twirled at the pin.” 


« And 


* Tam informed, that the Public may expeft a verfion of this Song, by the Poet- 
It is therefore to be underftood, that the word unparalleled 


does not include this expeéted Pvetic.—Other Tranflations are by Meff. Stanley and 
Spencer ;—the verfion under confideration is from the pen of Mr Taylor of Norwich. 
Is LENnona to appear in Pedro-Pindaries ? 
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“ And puts away his faith and troth.” 


“ O William, enter firft my bowre, 
“ And give me one embrace.” 


“ And is there any roome for mee, 
“ Wherein that I may creepe ?” 


One obfervation on the ballad before us applies only to this trant- 
lation. It has of late been a common, but I think a ridiculous affec- 
tation, to imitate antiquated language and orthography, in order to 
make modern pieces appear as old: but this is, 1 believe, the firft inftance 
where an avowed tranflation of a modern poem is made to appear in this 
antiquated garb. 

The ballad begins with the following -tanza. 


“ At break of day, with frightful dreams, 
“ Lenora ftruggled fore ; 

“ My William, art thou flaine, faid the, 
“ Or doft thou love no more ?” 


Then follows a parenthefis of about eighty lines, in which we learn, 
that William had gone away “ to quell the Paynim foes ;” that he ne- 
ver had written to His miftgefs, “ an he were fick: or well;” that his 
fellow-foldiers had returned triumphant; but none could tell the dif- 
confolate maid “ if lived hee ;” that her mother, a religious old Lady, ad- 
vifed her to “ knell downe, and her paternofter faye,” and “ to take 
“ the holy facrament ;” but the damfel feelingly replied, that “ no fa- 
“ crament can teche the dead to bear the fight of daye.” At laft, after 
the recital of a long dialogue between the mother and daughter, the 
poet returns to Lenora in bed, bewailing her loft lover. 


‘“ When, harke! abroade fhe hearde the trampe 
“ Of nimble-hoofed fteed ; 

“* She hearde a Knighte with clank alighte, 
“ And climb the ftaire in f{peede.” 


And now -he twirls at the pin, and begs through the door that fhe 
would let him in, afking at the fame time whether fhe was watching 
or afleep, laughing or weeping. She, inftead of anfwering thefe per- 
tinent queftions, afks him, in the truly matrimonial ftyle, why he ftaid 
fo late at night? He replies, that they can only travel by night ; that 
he mounted late; but that fhe muft immediately arife, and go with 
him. She intreats him firft to come in, and give her one embrace. 
That, he fays, is impoflible, as they muft ride that night a thoufand 
miles to their bridal bed. The lady has no idea of fo long a journey. 


“ How (fays fhe) ride to-night a thoufand miles! 
“ Thy love thou doft bemocke ; 

* Eleven is the ftroke that ftill 
“ Rings on within the clocke.” 


Recolleé&t, gentle Reader, that, according to the firft verfe, it was break 
of day.—But to proceed: he perfuades her to get up behind him; 
which fhe does “ in her farke,” and clings about her William.—After a 
moft violent expedition, he cries out exultigly, 
“ |’ve gott my wife, I take her home, 
«“ My bowre of wedlocke hayl. 
“ Lead forth, O clarke, the chaunting quire, 


“ To {well our nuptial fong: 
“ Come, Preafte, and reade the bleffing foone, 


“* For bed, for bed, we long.” 
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But they gallop’d, gallop’d on. The cock preparing to crow, as ufual 
in ftories of ghofts, he cracks his whip, when, arrived at the churcb- 
yard, the “ clangynge boltes, the doores afunder flewe.” Then, 
« ‘When hee from his fteede alytte, 
“ His armour, black as cinder, 


“ Did moulder, moulder all awaye, 
“ As were it made of tinder.” 


And his armour having thus vanifhed, 


“‘ His head became a naked fkull ; 
““ Nor haire nor eyne had hee ; 
** His body grew a fkeleton, 
“ Whilome fo blyth of blee.” 


Nay, what was ftill more dreadful, after he had thus loft his flefh, his 
fpur did not ftick to the bone. 
“ Att his drye and boney heel 
“ No-fpurre was left to bee.” 


But, 
* In his witherde hande you might 
“ The fcythe and hour-glaffe fee.” 


The horfe, being naturally frighted at this transfiguration, 


* did thin to fmoke, 
** And charnel fires outbreathe ; 
“* And, pal’d and bleach’d, then vanitfh’d quite 
“ The mayde from underneathe.” 


She being thus difmounted, “ is carried to the judgment-feat, througk 
“ myfte and moon-lighte dreare,” by the ghoftly crew,—who take leave 
of her with this advice: 


“ Be patient ; though thine herte fhould breke, ‘i 
“ “Arraine not Heven’s decree, 

* Thou nowe art of thie body refte, 
“* Thie foul forgiven bee !” 


. [hope the penetrating reader fully underftands all this. He has al- 
ready been entertained with fome part of the dictions and little room re- 
mains for more. Some additional fpecimens, however, mutt be added. 

“ How glumlie fownes yon dirgye fong, 
“ Night ravens flappe the wing; 


«* What knell doth flowlie tong ding dong ? 
“* The pfalmes of death who fing?” 


After the bells ding dong, and the pfalms of death, follows a reel of 
ghofts : 
“ An airy crew 
“ In roundel daunces reele, 
* The moon is bryghte, and blue the nighte, 
* May’ft dimlie fee them wheele.”— 


Now for a fpecimen of the Bathos. They rode fo very quick, that 


** All that in the moonfhyne lay, 
“ Behynde them fled afar ; 

* And backward fcudded overhead 
“ The fky and every ftar.” 


I leave the Reader to pick out for himfelf the beautiful repetitions, 
fuch as, “ My child, my child,” “ Mother, mother,” “ I. prayde and 
“ prayde,” “Tramp, tramp,” ‘“ Splafh, fplath,’ “ Halloo, halloo,” 
“ Look up, look up,” “* Come too, come too, come too,” “ Bruth, 
“© brufh, bruth,” “ The dead, dead,” * Moulder, moulder,”’ &c. &c. 
&c.—Such is Birger. 
SCALIGERUS. 





